Posterity 


Author: Allana 

Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Kirk Hammett 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Oct 27 2004 0814:49 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Posterity 


Author's Notes: 
This was inspired by a picture on Kasia's wonderful website: http://ilikethat.com/stuff/jerry_kirkjpg It was 
taken during the "Don't Call Us, We'll Call You" radio show in 1991. Thanks to Heather for the beta; any mistakes 


that remain are entirely my own 


At first all | could comprehend was the fleeting rasp of his moustache as it brushed against my ear. A 
feather-light touch, as if it was a memory even before he touched me. | shivered. 


Once my brain eventually processed that, it was assaulted with more sensory overload. | knew Jerry had 
whispered into my ear, but | was having real difficulty getting to his words. My mind seemed to be moving one 
frame at a time. Not only that, the fucker was determined to fixate on one thing at a time. 


| was stuck remembering how his warm tobacco-laden breath had almost caressed my skin as it swirled 
around my earlobe. Really warm breath; I'd say hot, but that would seem cheesy, even to my brain My body 


tingled all over... 


Everything seemed so sharp, bright, loud, real... | felt high, yet knew | wasn't. Not today at any rate, | knew 
he'd be here. 


My mind struggled free of it's self-imposed quagmire. | finally saw his words; they seemed to be etched fifty- 
feet high on my brain Just like my very own Hollywood sign 


"Want you, Kirk" 


He purred those words into my ear. Purred, for fuck's sake! How could a purr have had such an effect on me? 
Even the Hetfield Growl, one of the biggest fucking turn-on's ever, never managed to make me feel so.. 


submissive? Somehow I'd gone from zero to complete and utter neediness in a second flat. 


Now to cement my growing turmoil, his arm slides around me and possessively pulls me close. Shit! My higher 


brain functions disappear entirely and | bite down convulsively on my cigar as desire shoots through me. 
*whoomfl* 

The flash goes off and captures the moment for posterity. Me caught somewhere between grinning manically, 
choking on my cigar, and a sudden unexpected flare of lust. And Jer? He looks smugly possessive but still cool 


as always. Judging from what | can feel behind me, he's got quite a lot to be smug about too. 


| really can't wait to get the fuck out of here. 
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